ALPHA OF THE PLOUGH
said, " I feel as though I should like to cut grass all
the rest of my life." I do not know whether it was
the craftsman in him that spoke. Perhaps it was
only the beautiful sanity and peace of the scene,
contrasted with the squalid nightmare he had left
behind, that, wrung the words from him. But they
were words tnat any one who has used a scythe would
echo. I echo them. I feel that I could look forward
joyfully to an eternity of sunny days and illimitable
fields of waving grass and just go on mowing and
mowing and mowing for ever. I am chilled by the
thought that you can only play the barber to nature
once, or at most twice, a year. I look back over the
summers of the past, and lament my wasted oppor-
tunities. What meadows I might have mown had I
only known the joy of it.
For mowing is the most delightful disguise that
work can wear. When once you have got the trick of
it, it goes with a rhythm that is intoxicating. The
scythe, which looked so ungainly and unmanageable
a tool, gradually changes its character. It becomes
an instrument of infinite flexibility and delicacy.
The lines that seemed so uncouth and clownish are
discovered to be the refinement of time. What
centuries of accumulated experience under the suns
of what diverse lands have gone to the perfecting
of this most ancient tool of the fields, shaping the
blade so cunningly, adjusting it to the handle at
so artful an angle, disposing the nebs with such true
relationship to the action of the body, so that, skil-